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and affection of your friend and brother in law, 
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Heffleim, 1837. 



a2 



CONTENTS. 



PAGE 

Introduction 3 

Stanley ; or, the Infidel reclaimed 5 

Miscellaneous Poems. 

Jura and Switzerland : . . 23 

Falls of the Rhine 27 

Righi.—" Sunrise" 29 

To 35 

The Grave, from the German 36 

Das Grab.--Von Salis 37 

Piercefield 40 

Llangollen's Grave 41 

To the Twin Sisters (1831) 43 

To the Twin Sisters (1837) 46 

To a Lady on presenting her with a Heart's-ease on 

her Marriage 47 

Scandal 48 

During Illness 50 

Home... 52 



n CONTENTS. 

PAOK 

The ViUage Church 63 

The World 64 

On Friendship 57 

The Hour Glass 68 

Filial Grief 69 

To 61 

Remember me 63 

Written when the Allied Troops were in Paris 64 

Jealousy 67 

Written in an Album 68 

The Lament of the Blind and the Deaf 70 

To a Lady, on her making a Chain of Hair 71 

To , on his Birth-day 72 

On leaving England 73 

Passing the Simplon 76 

The Tomb of Henri Arnaud 78 

The Deluge 79 

The Nativity 82 

Ascension 84 

There is in highest Heaven 86 



The story of Stanley, is taken from Roby's 
Traditions of Lancashire, 



EXTRACT FROM ROBY*S LANCASHIRE. 



The dark transactions to which the Parson of 
Slaibum obscurely refers, may be found in Whitaker's 
Whalley, p. 475, 476. 

Tlie same historian remarks in another work — 
" From several hints obliquely thrown out by friends, 
as well as enemies, this man appears to have been 
a very wicked person, of a cast of character very 
uncommon in those unreflecting times." — ^There cer- 
tainly was something very extraordinary about the 
man, which amidst the feudal and knightly habits in 
which young persons of his high rank were then bred, 
prompted him to speculate, however unhappily, on 
any metaphysical subject. Now whether this abo- 
minable persuasion were the cause or the effect of his 
actual guilt — whether he had reasoned himself into 
materialism, in order to drown the voice of conscience. 



viii EXTRACT FROM ROBY's LANCASHIRE. 



or fell into the sin of murder, because he had pre- 
viously reasoned himself out of all ideas of responsi- 
bility, does not appear ; but his practice, as might 
have been expected, was suited to his principles, and 
Hornby was too rich a bait to a man who hoped for 
no enjoyment but in this present life, and feared no 
retribution in another. 

Accordingly we find him loudly accused of having 
poisoned his brother in law, John Harrington, by the 
agency of his servant ; and he is suspected also of 
having through subornation of peijury, proved or 
attempted to prove, himself tenant of the honour of 
Hornby. 



STANLEY; 



OR, 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

The following account of Sir Edward Stanley, who was the 
fifth Son of Thomas first Earl of Derby, and founder of that 
beautiful structure Hornby Chapel, is entirely taken from that 
interesting work " The Traditions of Lancashire" by J. Roby. 
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** Here will I hold — If there's a power above us, 
(And that there is all Nature cries aloud 
Through all her works,) He must delight in virtue ; 
And that which He delights In, must be happy." — 

Cato, Act V. So. 1. 

" He that has light within his own clear breast 
May sit i' the centre, and ei^joy bright day. 
But he that hides a dark soul and foul thoughts, 
Benighted walks under the mid-day sun — 
Himself is his own dungeon." 

Milton, Comus. 



INTRODUCTION. 



When dim the eye with years and woe. 
And blanched the hair with age's snow ; 
When mental error from the heart 
Has bade each livelier hope depart; 
And deep felt grief, and anxious care. 
Have laid no lightsome burden there ; 
Oft radiant Mercy from above 
Has cheer'd the gloom with smiles of love, 
As the bright sands where now I stray 
Glisten beneath the sunbeam's ray, 
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4 INTRODUCTION. 

Which, drear and stormy hours before, 

The troublous waves of Ocean bore — 

Gigantic girdle of the world ! 

He from whose hands thy depths were hurl'd 

Alone can calm their rage at will, 

Alone man's deeper passions still, 

Not all thy waters as they flow 

Can cleanse one sin-bom stain of woe. 



STANLEY. 



Loudly the glorious trump of Fame 
Proclaims the laurelPd hero's name : 
To him are rapturous paeans sung 
From an applauding nation's tongue ; 
Such praises thrilling joys impart, 
Quickening the life-pulse of the heart : 
And never braver brow than thine, 
Stanley ! did Triumph's wreath entwine ; 
The Monarch's friend, the Nation's pride, 
By birth to gentlest blood allied ; 



6 STANLEY; OR, THE 

Above that rank by valour raised, 
By foemen fear'd, by warriors prais'd : 
And smiling Victory never placed 
A crown, that nobler features graced. 
How well his arm the sword could wield 
The red blood spoke on Flodden's field * ; 
Where Lennox' gore-dy'd plume was found, 
And Argyll's banner swept the ground; 
And Scotia, like her thistle's flower, 
Dispersed at England's breath of pow'r. 
How oft with few he dared advance 
Undaunted to the heart of France ; 



^ His bravery on Flodden field mainly contributed to the 
success of that memorable day. After which victory he was 
created Baron Mont-Eagle by King Henry the Eighth. 

Rohy*s Lancashire, 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

And all his triumphs to proclaim 
Would tire the brazen voice of Fame ; — 
Yet did Suspicion cast her cloud 
Of darkness o'er a path so proud, 
Whispering, that all his worldly gain 
Was sullied with one guilty stain : 
How vain are pomp and glittering pow'r 
To charm ambition's brightest hour, 
When Conscience blackens every gem 
That decks the blood-bought diadem ! 



Stanley ! thy vain and daring mind 
Nor law, nor creed, nor faith, confined. 
Which wildly deem'd the soul of man 
Lived but life's short and narrow span, 
Then (as the wound up watch, whose spring 
Run down,) was but a lifeless thing. 



8 STANLEY ; OR9 THE 

Yet felt thy soul, though dark with sin, 
The pulse of Conscience throb within ! — 
— This feeling bade him converse seek 
With one who hallowed truths will speak ; 
Bade him for Slaiburn's pastor send, — 
What sceptic loves not to contend? 
Striving to wrest, by subtle art. 
False comfort to his aching heart; 
By specious argument to win 
Vain triumph to his frantic sin. 



— By the calm Moonlight o'er it spread. 
Earth seems alone inhabited ; 
Serenely shines the forest scene. 
The silver streamlet glides between. 
Reflecting, in its waters bright. 
What seems a world of peace and light, 



^^■^^^M^M 



INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 9 

As soft, as tranquil, and as fair, 
As if a sinless earth was there ; 
Save when, as if a friend had gone. 
Wave mourns for wave in gentle tone. 
O'er the wild sceptic's darkened mind 
May truth's pure light blest influence find, 
Thought Slaiburn's priest ! who wends his way 
Through tangled brake and thorny spray. 
To where yon castle's towering height 
Stands frowning o'er the peaceful night : 
Full many a legend strange and old 
Of Hornby's castle has been told ; 
The sturdiest peasant, wand'ring near. 
Hurries his evening steps with fear. 
When Autumn's red leaves tinge the ground. 
Or wintry winds are moaning round. 



10 STANLEY ; OR, THE 

There Stanley watches, toils unblest 
Trouble his mind that knows not rest. 



O'er the tired soul how oft we feel 
A kind of dreary vacuum steal ; 
Cold Ibtlessness around us creep 
As if for nothing we could weep : 
Such feelings sipeak, in language plain, 
That earth and earthliness is vain ; 
That all her pomp, her pride, and power, 
Were for the soul a barren dower , 
'Tis then some whisp'ring spirits tell 
That not on earth the soul may dwell. 



Count o'er life's brightest scenes and hours 
When Hope strewed every path with flowers ; 



INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 11 

Then analyse each worldly joy — 
Was one unsullied with alloy ? 
Pure joy decks infants' smiles alone 
Ere their mortality is known ; 
And bliss of deeper, holier power 
Brightens the Christian's dying hour. 



Such better feelings, ill defined, 
Had glimmered o'er his darkened mind, 
Faintly, for the unwelcome ray 
Mid error's mist soon died away. 
Now headlong was his course — ^the light 
That led him on, a gleam of night : 
Pride that mocks faith and spurns control, 
The ^* Ignis fieituus" of the souL 



12 STANLEY ; OR, THE 

The pale lamp in the sceptic's room 
But heightened its mysterious gloom: 
There magic books were scattered round 
And jars by spells unearthly bound. 
Like some enchanter's wizard sprite 
There the lone tenant watched the night — 
The night, when sense and reason sleep, 
And fancy's brood their revels keep, 
Mocking that human care could weep. 



Stanley was bold — to proudly dare, 
Was stamped upon his forehead bare. 
Hi8 haughty brow and upright form 
Seem'd to defy, not dread life's storm. 
He sought to stand in conscious might, 
And arrogate ^^ command" his right. 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 13 

In the deep lightning of his eye 
Flashed the fierce fire of bravery. 
A costly sword and pistols hung, 
From a rich belt around him slung. 
The priest now enf ring— by his side 
Stood firm, yet calm, — ^he knew not pride, 
(He wished not to command, but guide) : 
Gentle tho' brave his look and air, 
A holy courage rested there : 
Nor glittering belt nor sword he bore. 
His armour in his heart he wore. 
True Courage has a burning name 
Bright blazoned on the scroll of Fame : 
Engraved in characters of fire 
Whose living flames to Heaven aspire : 
Mistake it not, nor idly deem 
*Tis theirs alone who boldest seem : 



14 STANLEY ; OR, THE 

Tnith, mercy, justice, form a part. 

The generous soul, the open heart; 

And Honour, when his air of pride 

By virtue's breath is purified. 

It dwells in noblest hearts who dare 

In quarrels boldly to forbear : 

It reigns in freeborn souls who brave 

All but the iron name of slave. 



Each subtle reasoning Stanley tried 
Against the faith his fears denied : 
Deep truths the Pastor spoke, my verse 
Would weaken, could it dare rehearse. 
" Truth shall prevail," he cried, "but you 
" Some pabulum of life pursue^ 
" (Elixir that may years renew). 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 15 

'^ Fain >voald your doubting heart deny 

" The spirit's immortality — 

" False sophistry. You now would fear 

" To see your lad/s cousin here : 

" His blood yet crieth from the ground — " 

" — Say you from me his death he found?" 

Cried Stanley, whose pale Ups impart 

The smothered tremblings of his heart 

— " There," cried the priest, ^^Behold him there ! 

<^ Look on that spirit, if you dare, 

** Who summons you to meet your doom !" 

Then silent pointed round the room. 

Had Hornby's murdered heir appeared 

Stanley could not have deeper feared, 

Than now, when, with dismay subdued. 

His eyes the priest's slow hand pursued. 



16 STANLEY; OR, THE 

Sunk was that bold and haughty air 
To the pale image of Despair. 
It chanced a thick white cloud was found 
Slow coiling the still room arpund, 
Which to their heated minds might bear 
The form of Hornby's poison'd Heir. 
Conscience was rous'd, his heart within 
Felt the keen scorpion stings of sin ;- 
Whatever the cause, the cloud appeared— 
The Infidel believed and fear'd. 



As one new wakening from a dream 
Where life, earth, heaven, confusion seem ; 
Or, rising from a feverish bed. 
Where late delirium rack'd his head ; 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 17 

As that blind man in Zion's land 
When touched by Mercy's holy hand, 
Saw through a mist of glimm'ring night 
Men walk as trees before his sight. 
Ere that next touch divine was given 
Which oped the full blest view of heaven, 
Thus Stanley saw, when Mercy spoke — 
From dream, delirium, blindness woke. 
Changed is Mont-eagle's heart of pride. 
He loves the faith he once denied : 
Those truths of late he deem'd so vain, 
From Slaibum's priest he seeks again ; 
And mourns as now his thoughts are cast 
In heartfelt misery o'er the past. 

Some unseen spirit still is near 
To dry repentant sorrow's tear ; 

c 



18 STANLEY; OR, THE 

The breathings of whose whisp'ring voice 
Will bid returning hearts rejoice. — 



Stanley who once could faith despise, 
Bade Hornby's beauteous chapel rise ; 
And mark'd his name the world to tell 
He dared not die an Infidel. 



* 



This varied earth, how wild, how calm, 
What peace and strife ! what pain and balm ! 
What adverse lots within it dwell, 
The monarch's throne, the hermit's cell ; 
The ruin'd prince without a dow'r, 
And humble Merit rais'd to pow'r ; 
The smiling cot and crumbling tow'r. 



INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 19 

O'er all alike Heaven's sunbeams fall, 
Heaven's eye of mercy watches all. 
Think all this pictured earth who roam 
Are pilgrims to one common home ; 
Each heart let mutual kindness sway, 
Direct the path to those that stray, 
And love shall smooth life's thorny way. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
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JURA AND SWITZERLAND >. 

I. 

Jura ! embattled clouds besiege thy head, 
Then sweep in shadowy grandeur down thy side, 
When the Sun lifts aloft his standard red, 
And shows thee in thy solitude of pride, 
Gazing on Heaven, as if thy powers defied 
" Earth and earth's fellowship," while far below, 
Through smiling vales romantic waters glide, 
Whisp'ring such soothing music as they flow, 
A£3iction's wand'ring child might here forget 
her woe. 

' The following Stanzas on Switzerland were written many 
yean ago. 
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24 JURA AND SWITZERLAND. 

II. 

But what art thou, &r bursting on the sight 
With brow gigantic, clad in robes of snow? 
O'er thy hoar head the sunbeams sparkle bright, 
Beneath thee mountains rise, where dark pines 

grow. 
Their high heads frowning o'er the mists below. 
Around thy waist a sea of clouds is curl'd ; — 
Mont Blanc art thou, as the white banners show 
That seem, in thy tremendous arms unfurPd, 
To mark in awful pomp the confines of a world. 

III. 

Hail, lovely Switzerland ! Majestic queen 
Of lakes and loftiest mountains, beauteous land 
Of wildest nature, each enchanting scene 
Of life is thine ; pure are thy manners bland. 



JURA AND SWITZERLAND. 25 

Bold thy high soul, as thy rude torrents grand, 
Gen'rous thy patriot sons, thy daughters fair, 
True to their country's love with heart and hand. 
There is a spirit in thy mountain air 
Which speaks in every breath that liberty is there. 



IV. 

The native music of thine Alp horn's call 
Gath'ring the herds that spurn the lowly dell, 
The distant voice of the lone waterfall 
Seeming of Nature's rudest haunts to tell : — 
The song thy peasants sing, and love so well. 
The song of freedom, — who these sounds can hear, 
Nor, while past ages on his mem'ry swell. 
Dash from his eyes the spirit-speaking tear. 
And venerate the land to Freedom proudly dear ? 



26 JURA AND SWITZERLAND. 



V. 

Yet loveliest thou in ev'ning's placid hour, 
As sinks the wearied sultriness of day 
Mid the last whisp'rings of the balmy shower, 
When cheerful music wakes on every spray. 
And the deep church bell echoing far away 
Dies on the bosom of the glassy lake, .«« 

Where mountains rude their soften'd forms survey. 
Around whose heads, where now no tempests 
break. 
The snows of thousand years a roseate garland 
make. 
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FALLS OF THE RHINE, 

AT SCHAFFHAUSEN *. 

'Tis sweet to trace the Rhine's bright waters o'er 
Their bed of beauty, as they calmly flow ; 
Yet charm they in their foaming madness more 
When, through wild cliffs, mid Lauffen's falls 

they throw 
Their thund'ring cataracts of glitt'ring snow. 



^ "Les habitans du Canton, &c. appellent la chAte du Rhin 
Lauffens, parceque le chateau qui domine sur la chfite se 
nomme ainsi. 

" Une des beaut^s de cette ch(ite sont les rayons verdfitres 

qui en nuancent les eaux, et qui n'est point le propre des 
autres cataractes. " — Le Foyageur en Suute. 



28 FALLS OF THE RHINE. 

Seems as Helvetia's thousand mountains here, 
In one vast mass, their moving glaciers show, 
Save when through tints of vivid green appear 
The emerald waves of Rhine^ bright as the Iris 
near. 



RIGHL— « SUN-RISE." 

I. 

Hither, thou thing of Life ! if such there be 
In mask and mockery of man's form and name. 
Who doubts, save what his feeble eye can $ee. 
Or acts the Atheist's part, perchance to claim 
From fiend-like worshippers the Demon's fame — 
Here gaze from Giant Righi's mountain height 
Ere scatters the grey clouds day's herald flame — 
Gaze, soon thine eyes shall ache at glory's sight. 
E'en to thy darken'd soul may burst heaven's 
flood of light ! 



so RIGHI. 



II. 



No songster's voice the solemn silence breaks, 
Cold sleep the clouds along the waste below ; 
Now slowly glide they o'er the shadowy lakes, 
With varying tints the mountain's summits glow, 
Mom flings her roses o'er their heads of snow ; 
From the fair vales the scattered clouds arise. 
The glittering lakes reflecting mirrors show 
The king of day, bright shine the earth and skies, 
Still is this world, for man too fidr a paradise ! 



III. 

But aye in Life's tair vale some blank is found. 
And winds and storms uproot earth's greenest 
sod : — 



RIGHI. 31 

Those stones are tombs, which load yon blackened 

ground ; 
Here Goldau was ! here smiled her house of God, 
Whose humble courts had mammon never trod ! 
Blest were her sons and knew nor vice nor fear, 
(Guilt only shrinks from Heav'n's avenging rod,) 
The mountain fell ! — now but their tombs appear, 
Yon wave that glitters there is only Nature's tear. 

IV. 

Two perish'd with the crowd who seemed but 

one. 
Whose bafids of purest love that morn were 

tied. 
Whose mutual hopes in earliest life begun. 
Unwept, unweeping, crush'd, and side by side. 



32 RIGUI. 

Their hearts on earth, in Heaven their souls 

allied. 
Nor may I mourn for those so rarely blest, 
The sainted bridegroom and the angel bride. 
One was not snatch'd to wring the other's breast, 
But both united sunk in love to loveliest rest. 

V. 

Ah, strong and fierce, and many are life's woes, 
Yet has man strength and pow'r with all to vie. 
Combat, and conquer all his spirit*s foes, 
Save one, that 'twere not human to defy — 
Save one, in which they all concentred lie. 
Dread separation — Nature triumphs here. 
Should Heav'n to man this pang alone deny. 
Parting with those, the few his heart holds dear. 
Ne'er should life's bitterest bowl be sullied by a tear. 
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VT. 

Yet there is solace for Affliction's tear, 
E'en when no pitying hand or heart is nigh, 
Solace to chastened souls supremely dear 
Beyond the powers of human sympathy ; 
And there are visions to the mental eye. 
Which ruder natures know not to perceive, 
Or darkly see them, as fools gaze on high. 
On beauteous planets as their course they weave. 
Which vainly they as useless imag'ry believe. 

VII. 

Mysterious clouds of darkness brood on earth. 
Eternal glories light the courts above. 
And angels' eyes see all of human birth 
Struggling in night beneath, with guardian love 

D 



TO . 

LiVEjs there a man who has DOt felt 
Devotion every passion melt, 
Oh, let him read thy pure bright eye. 
And mark the calm of Piety f 
Gaze on thine angel brow, and there 
Bless the serenity of Pray'r. — 
May Griefs cold finger never trace 
One line of sorrow on that face ! 
May ne'er that pure bright eye appear 
The cradle of a ruder tear 
Than that with which no gem can vie, 
The soul-born tear of S)nmpathy ! 
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THE GRAVE. 



1. 



Silent is the grave, and deep 
Sbudd'rings round its borders creep, 
It hides beneath a veil of night 
An unknown land from mortal sight 



II. 

PhilomePs melodious sounds 
Enter not its dreary bounds, 
Friendship's roses only fall 
On the moss that covers all. 



37 



DAS. GRAB, * 



Das Grab ist tief und stille, 
Und schauderbaft sein Rand, 
Es deckt mit scbwarzer Hulle 
Ein unbekanntes Land. 



IT. 

Das Lied der Nachtigallen 
Tont nicht in seinem Schooss, 
Der Freundsehaft Rosen fallen 
Nur auf des Hiigels Moos. 

^ Vide Gedichte von Salis. 
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38 THE GRAVE. 

III. 

In vain the bride forsaken stands. 
And o'er it wildly wrings her hands ; 
In vain the orphan sorrows near, 
The cold earth only drinks her tear. 

IV. 

Yet in the grave, and there alone. 
Dwells the peace all wish their own ; 
Only through these gates of woe 
To our heavenly home we go. 

V. 

The wearied heart on earth forlorn 
With many a storm of anguish torn. 
Finds peace alone on that blest shore. 
Where calm it rests and beats no more. 
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DAS GRAB. *39 



III. 

Verlassne braute ringen 
Umsonst die hande wund^ 
Der Waise Klagen dringen 
Nicht in der tiefe GrunA 

IV. 

Doch sonst an keinem Orte 
Wohnt die ersehnte Ruh, 
Nut durch die dunkle Pforte 
Gelit man der Heimath zu.^^ 

V. 

Das arme Herz, hienieden 
Von manchem Starm bewegt, 
Erlangt den wahren Frieden 
Nut wo es nicht mehr schlagt. 



40 

PIERCEFIELD. 

O'er the calm stream, where wood-clad mountains 

vast 
The softened shadowings of darkness cast, 
A lovelier hue the pictured waters wear, 
Like Beauty's brow when pensive thought is there. 
Tis sweet to roam o'er Piercefield's classic ground 
With amphitheatres of verdure crowned, 
'Mid Tintern's gothic windows catch Heav'n's light, 
And bend in heartfelt worship at the sight. 

Food for the soul — not of the cloister still. 
Or church alone, Devotion claims her part. 
By peaceful streamlet, forest, vale, or hill, 
Love, wonder, praise, breathe incense from the 
heart 
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LLANGOLLEN'S GRAVE. 

Where Lady E. Bultert Miss Ponsonby, and their Maid 

are buried. 

Breathe softly ! this is hallow'd ground, 
A holy stillness guards the mound 

Where friendship's ashes lie. 
This little spot of earth contains 
More than a monarch's proud domains, 

A grave of sympathy. 

Read, stranger ! on that tablet rude, 
' Traced by the hand of gratitude. 

Affection's praise sincere ; 
Give humble worth and rank allied. 
The friend and mistress side by side. 

The tributary tear. 



42 Llangollen's grave. 

Their mortal relics here repose, — 

Yet deem not here pure friendships close 

And fond fidelity ; 
The Prince of Peace, the Lord of Love, 
Crowns them in happier realms above 

With bright eternity. 
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TO THE TWIN SISTERS. 



I. 
Farewell ! I've known you mild and kind, 

And free from worldly guile. 
With innocence to cheer your mind, 

And light your sunny smile. 



II. 
Fly ever affectation's air, 

And flatt'ry's smiling cheat; 
Nature alone is really £air. 

True friendship only sweet. 



44 TO THE TWIN SISTERS. 

III. 

May never fashion's icy chain 
Fetter your feeling heart ; 

Still dare to sigh for others' pain, 
Still smile untaught by art. 



IV, 

Thro' a cold world, so dark and wide, 

United still remain, 
Be piety your cheerful guide. 

Pity your only pain. 



1831. 
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TO THE TWIN SISTERS. 



I. 
Again I've met you, kind and mild, 

And free from worldly art ; 
Tho' each I left a sunny child, 

Now acts a mother's part. 



II. 
Nor flatt'ry's magic wiles have chas'd 

Your soft and pleasing air. 
Nor affectation's art defeic'd 

What Nature formed so fair. 
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III. 

Nor fashion's icy fetters bind 
Your feelings warm and free ; 

Still others' griefs from you will find 
The balm of sympathy. 



IV. 

From life's first spring, to summer's pride, 
You grew and bloom'd the same ; 

And when each smil'd a sister bride, 
Chang'd not, except in name. 

1837. 
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TO A LADY, 

Presenting her with a Heart' s-eeue on her Marriage. 

I WOULD not choose the tulip's bloom, 
Nor flaunting rose's rich perfume, 
Nor gay carnation's varied hue, 
Nor fragrant violet's heavenly blue : — 
I deem'd to deck thy tranquil breast, 
The simple Heart's-ease suited best. 
I cuU'd it — with this pray'r for thee, 
** It might an everlasting be." 
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SCANDAL. 



How man hates man ! — if his tongue aught can tell 
To wound a brother, it delights him well. 
The savage beasts devour the prey they meet, 
To wolves and tigers human blood is sweet; 

But wolves and tigers, and the rav'nous bear. 
Their murd'rous fangs from their own kindred spare. 
Man, by Heav'n gifted with a heart inwove 
With purest, tend'rest sympathy, and love ; 

A heart, that with an angel's rapture glows 
When grief it lessens, or when joy bestows ; 
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Man, at his festive board where mirth abounds, 
And laughing luxury of life surrounds. 



By nought of wrath, or wrong, or vengeance stung, 
Darts forth the poison'd venom of his tongue ; 
Man, with the conscious soul, the thinking mind, 
Man, worse than brute ! ' — the tyrant of his kind. 



^ Scevior ast hominem depopulatur homo. 
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DURING ILLNESS. 



1. 
When, in our sick and weary night, 

Our feeble eyes awake. 
See this world sink before our sight, 

Nor trace, nor shadow make ; 



II. 
What then do fame, or earthly pow'r, 

Wealth, rank, ambition, seem ? — 
But idle baubles of an hour, 

The mock'ry of a dream. 
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III. 

Then learn if with returning light. 

Returning health arrive, 
This lesson, from that warning night, 

" Still in a dream we live." 



IV. 

Nor hold these idle baubles dear, 
Nor this vain mock'ry prize ; 

Our morn of perfect bliss is near, 
Our home beyond the skies. 
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HOME. 

Home, even savage bosoms greet 
The thought of thee with feelings sweet; 
The orphan child thy name to hear 
Smiles 'mid the wrung heart's bitter tear. 

Blest music's sweetest, holiest tone, 
Breathes from a parent's voice alone, 
Earth has no bliss so free from guile 
As love which lights a mother's smile. 

Home, at thy magic name so dear. 
Living or dead our friends appear, 
And Faith and Hope and smiling Love 
Point to their happier home above. 
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THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 

O'er the far heath ere sinks the close of day 
The lone, lost wand'rer seeks in vain his way. 
Till his glad eyes pursue a speck of white — 
He finds the village church has led him right 
Thus o'er the waste of life in mercy giv'n 
Religion's light directs our path to Heav'n. 
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THE WORLD. 



I. 
The world is an ensnaring crowd. 

With a deceitful smile ; 
Its heart is hollow, selfish, proud, 

Its very breath is guile. 

II. 
Remark its train, how few you find. 

Feel for another's woes : 
List its discourse, how little kind. 

From lips of millions flows. 
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III. 

Its pleasures, are a tempting snare, 

A trial here for man : 
Its honours — but a gilded care, 

Its being — ^but a span. 

IV. 

If aught ofpureness, earth can show 

That pureness will not stay ; 
Earth's sod is cover'd with the snow, 

That quickly melts away ; — 

V. 

Yet the true heart has love and peace, 

For its brief moment giv'n. 
Blest love, which when the heart shall cease, 

Blends with the soul in Heav'n — 
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VI. 

Then happy they, whose race is run, 
Nor more earth's trial's prove, 

Our paradise is not begun 
Till in a world above. 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Say, would you know pure friendship's pow'r, 
Learn it from yonder broken tow'r, 
To which the flow'ret fondly clings, 
And verdure round a covering flings ; 
Not Time's rude hand, nor angry storm, 
That lovely ruin can deform. 



Thus o'er distress and human woes. 
Friendship her hallow'd mantle throws. 
Her smiles the wreck of age repair. 
Smoothing the rugged brow of care ; 

•c 

She cannot stay life's parting breath, 
But brightens e'en the gloom of death. 
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THE HOUR GLASS. 

Mute Monitor ! thy calm and silent poVr, 
Warns me how thief-like steals each transient hour, 
Swift and unheeded steals, yet marked at last. 
By grains of sand, that Time's light foot has past, 
Thou bid'st me think and feel each hour shall find, 
Each secret hour, some witness left behind. 



Not ocean's billows, that a globe embrace, 
Can one past moment's softest track efface : 
When earth, and seas, and Heav'n itself shall flee. 
Time's steps but deepen to eternity. 

15 
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FILIAL GRIEF. 

His early joys one dark misfortune crossM, 
Deep grief severely pierced his youthful mind : 
While yet a fond, tho' truant child, he lost 
Her who had giv'n him being, her whose kind 
Persuasive voice, could all his passions bind ; 
Her whose warm heart, glow'd with affection's 

flame. 
To whom his every fondest thought inclined. 
Though long, long lost, he loves her still the same, 
And oft his silent tear will consecrate her name. 
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II. 

This grief a lasting seriousness would fix 
On his young mind, and damp the fire of youth, 
And softened still with many a thought will mix. 
The heart that hides no secret pang, in sooth 
May live in fancy's rhyme, but not in truth ; 
Deep buried thoughts for ever at their will 
Arise and haunt us, in some shape uncouth. 
We all, alas ! life's glitt'ring goblet fill 
With * h9pes of future joys, yet bear some present 
ill- 

^ Pensando un bene, e sostenendo un male. 
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TO 



I. 
Dark years have past, and times have changed, 

Since last that friendly hand I press'd, 
And I the world have widely rang'd, 

By turns neglected and caress'd. 



II. 
To me, the crowd's applause, or blame. 

Could ne'er or joy or grief impart ; 
I gaz'd on Heaven, 'twas still the same, 

I deem'd like Heaven thy constant heart. 
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III. 
They told me, fashion's flatt'ring smiles 

Had charm'd a mind I thought so pure : 
I doubted, — though ambition's wiles, 

I knew could Heaven's own angels lure. 



IV. 

We met ! — unchang'd thy heart, thy form, 
Thine eye as pure, as chaste, as bright ; 

The darkest clouds of slander's storm 
Have melted at its radiant light 
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REMEMBER ME. 



RsMEMBER me ! — ^nor deem I fondly ask 

From you and mem'ry too severe a task: 

Not when, in pensive mood, your thoughts shall 

dwell 
On some long cherish'd friend you love so well, 

With whom the hours of childhood you have pass'd, 

• 

The only hours of life which fly too fast ; 

But should you e'er, who now with all are blest, 

Of friends, of talents, goodness, charms possessed — 

Should you (which Heav'n forbid may ever be) 

E'er need a friend, oh ! then remember me ! 
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WRITTEN 



WHEN THE ALLIED TROOPS WERE IN PARIS. 



I. 

Paris ! the worldling's heav'n, the good man's 

scorn, 
Victor, or vanquish'd, still in pride the same, 
Mourn for thy glories past, thy lilies torn 
Thy once bright flower of chivalry and iame ; 
— With sighs rekindle virtue's dying flame : 
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Mercy has sav'd thee yet; proud France, beware ! 
Britain has robb'd thee but of triumph's name ; 
Left thee thy pillared domes, thy temples fair, 
And taught thee what is great — ^to conquer and to 
spare. 

II. 
Had man no soul to dignify his clay. 
Were he the heartless, senseless thing of chance, 
Or form'd, as grosser beasts, for fight or play, — 
Then might I dwell with thee, unthinking 

France, 
Laugh mid thy revels, madden in thy dance. 
Reck not of virtue's call, religion's tie. 
Mock at time's silent hours as they advance. 
And bid on pleasure's wing each moment fly, 
Slave of each sensual joy, sin's wildest votary. 
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III. 

Yet, in the bloodiest sera of thy time. 

When anarchy raged wild with lawless mighty 

When vice was crown'd, and virtue deem'd a 

crime, 
Stars, through the wasting tempests of thy night, 
Shone through the gloom of darkness, doubly 

bright : 
Love's quenchless light beam'd in affection's tear. 
As friends, and parents, madd'ning at the sight 
Of their slain kindred, feeling all but fear, 
RushM desperate on death — the only mercy near. 
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JEALOUSY. 

Oh, Jealousy hath got a thousand ears, 

A thousand piercing eyes, that know not sleep, 

That can discern a speck in the bright Sun ; 

A wildest fancy too, that bodies forth 

Ten thousand different forms, and paints them all 

In the most Gorgon-like, terrific shapes ; 

Ten thousand tongues are her's, that ever curse 

The thing she doubts, and what she loves, she 

doubts. 
And strange, doth doubt that most, which most 

she loves. 
She doth suspect the whisp'rings of the wind ; 
A smile doth often harrow up her soul ; 
A glance, a look, nay, e'en a motion, stabs her. 

f2 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



Here taste, affection, graceful art, 

Have breath'd the thought, or pourM the heart, 

And bade these valued pages shine 

Like sparkling gems, in friendship's mine. 



Scarce dares my feeble verse essay 
To cast her faint and twilight ray ; 
Unheeded, save where all is dark, 
Glimmers the glow-worm's tiny spark : 
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Yet the poor pilgrim, from his cell, 
Tho' mean his staff and scallop shell, 
Leaves his rude gift, — and such is mine, 
An off'ring to a cherish'd shrine. 



May every page of life appear 
Bright as friends wish, or picture here ; 
Yet each leaf warn you, ere it end, 
To seek a more than earthly friend. 
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THE LAMENT 

OF THE BLIND AND THE DEAF. 

Stay, sons of health ! in mercy stay ! Dor fly 
The plaint of woe, nor scorn affliction's sigh ; 
Your's are the joys of sound, the charms of sight, 
Our life is silence, or our world is night, 
For fast the curtains of our eyes are boimd, 
Or beat upon our ears no waves of sound : — 
Then lend your aid, and may ye never know 
How keen the torture of unpitied woe. 



■tiiiifc ,i~„^ 



71 



TO A LADY, 

ON HER MAKING A CHAIN OF HAIR. 



I. 

Mary ! the simple chain you weave, 
Tho' form'd of slender hair, 

Will, from your hands, a grace receive 
In ev'ry link that's thef^. 



II. 
You, near your heart, that chain will wear, 

A heart both pure and free : 
Oh ! that through life, each chain you bear. 

To you as light may be ! 
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TO ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

Another year its course has sped, 
On time's soft wing has swiftly fled; 
What new-born talent, work, or grace, 
Has flourish'd in that little space ? 
What flow'rs have deck'd the cultured way 
O'er which thy youthful footsteps stray ? — 
For thorns, or flow'rs, must form for thee 
The garland of eternity. 
May seeds of virtue cherish'd here, 
Bloom lovelier in a brighter sphere ! 
May blossoms which on earth arise, 
Yield thee their fruit in Paradise ! 

1833. 
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ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 



1. 
There is a magic tone in ocean's voice 
That wakens every thought the mind within, 
Bidding man's heart to sorrow or rejoice, 
Reflecting on life's hours, as they have been 
Adorn'd by virtue, or debas'd by sin. 
There Folly's sons, who ne'er have thought before. 
Haply may life's first retrospect begin, 
Muse on past joys, whose fleeting charms are o'er. 
Or think what ills may come, when pleasure is no 
more. 
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II. 

Fair land, adieu ! tho' long and far behind 

I wand'ring leave thee, thou shalt ever dear 

Be the fond thought of my enraptur'd mind ; 

Fancy shall view thy charms oft pictured clear 

Thro' the soft colouring of mem'ry's tear, 

For thou art so by every virtue blest, 

The heart that priz'd thee not, were cold and drear. 

Fair land ! my spirit oft shall be thy guest, 

A pilgrim to thy shrine, where all its blessings rest. 



III. 
Ye who deem absence chills affection's fire. 
The human heart ye little understand ; 
How oft will love and friendship strength acquire. 
Since first we parting press'd some mutual hand ; 
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Thus every step that bears us from our land. 
Each hour endears our home our country more ; 
E'en when the vessel nears the wish'd for strand, 
Tho' anxious eyes that foreign clime explore, 
Each heart for England feels, and loves her native 
shore. 
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PASSING THE SIMPLON. 



I. 
Not yet has earliest Autumn's infant wind 
StoPn from the lively leaf its cheerful green, 
Still Summer's blushes paint the vales behind, — 
Here, on the Alps, nor leaf nor flower is seen, 
But Winter, with a stern, yet lovely mien. 
Holds o'er these snow-clad realms his icy sway ; 
The rising sun shines forth with ray serene. 
The forest's " fairy frost work" glitters gay. 
And deep unmelting snow lies sparkling in his ray, 
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II. 

The softer breathings of the balmy air 
O'er the wild flowers, where rustling lizards run, 
Vines, which can scarce their blushing treasures bear, 
The genial warmth of a reviving sun. 
Proclaim thy beauteous Paradise begun 
Fair Italy ! whose vales delight the eye ; 
Blest land ! that has from lavish Nature won 
Charms that may well with Eden's wonders vie. 
Sweet is thy perfum'd air, thy language harmony. 



78 
THE TOMB OF HENRI ARNAUD, 

The Commander and Pastor of the Vaudoit. 

Within yon church, that crumbles fast away, 
Tho' anxious hands would guard it from decay, 
' Whose is that tomb, to pious thousands dear. 
Rich in the trophies of the poor man's tear ? 
Beneath that humble grave, where virtue weeps. 
The hero, patriot, pastor, Arnaud sleeps ! 
Cold is the hand that grasp'd the warrior sword, 
Mute is the voice that taught the holy word ; 
Yet distant ages shall record his name, 
Shall wreathe for him the fairest crown of fame ; 
And mid his laurel chaplet fondly twine. 
The peaceful olive and the palm divine. 

* E'en them, who kept thy faith so pure of old, 
When all our fathers worshiped stocks and stones, 
Forget not — Milton's Sonnets. 
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THE DELUGE. 



The tempest roars, the wrath-denouncing wind 
Rolls the full storm of vengeance o'er mankind; 
The clouds rush down in torrents, through the air 
Terrific lightnings hurl their angry glare ; 
Bursting his sacred bounds, at Heav'n's command, 
Fierce ocean maddens o'er the shrinking land; 
Check'd in his deed of guilt, soul-shudd'ring sin 
Feels the first tortures of his hell begin ; 
Idolatry, in frenzy of despair. 
Shrieks to his drowning gods, with blasphemies of 
pray'r. 
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The hills refuse their aid — the floating dead. 
Dash the heap'd corses from earth's highest head. 
Friend strives with friend, and &ther with a son. 
To gain the heights the waves shall first have won. 
Now shrieks of agony, and earth*s last groan. 
Mock the storm's voice, and drown it with their 

own; 
The cry of parting life is heard no more, 
The wearied waves their dirge o'er nature roar ; 
The holy Ark, Faith's guardian angel saves. 
And guides unsinking o'er a world of waves : 
All else is sunk beneath each melted cloud. 
And Nature slumbers in her ocean shroud. 



The herald dove no cheering symbol brings, 
The air is dampen'd on her wearied wings ; 
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The wand'rer search'd the world and found no rest, 
And turn'd her to the Ark her God had blest. 
Again the dove is sent, the billows cease. 
No wave of wrath has dash'd her branch of peace ; 
Once more she flies, free in the freshened air, 
The flutt'rer sports the only tenant there. 
Soft flow the seas — no breath a wave has curl'd. 
Soft o'er the slumbers of a buried world. 
Softly — as if for ever they had been. 
The bed of calmness, not the grave of sin. 
Bright shines the sun, fair Nature's face serene, 
Smiles, as she ne'er had known a ruder scene : 
All was on earth, or in the balmy air. 
Pure as the incense of the patriarch's pray'r. 
Who from the Ark, as first on earth he trod 
Poured forth a soul of gratitude to God. 
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THE NATIVITY. 

I. 
At Bethleh'm's inn, where guests abound. 

No room for Christ is made. 
But angels sing the manger round 

Where our blest Lord is laid. 



II. 
Here calmly rests his sacred head 

Which heav'nly breezes fen. 
For here the harmless beasts had fed. 

But not rebellious man. 
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III. 

Type of the world, earth's crowded inn 
1 Watch'd o'er with angels' care. 

So fiill of revelry and sin. 

No room for Christ is there. — 

^ See Bickersteth's Commentary on the New Testament : 
** Is not the world also in many respects much like this very 
inn, in which there was no room for Christ V* — Lecture 182. 
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ASCENSION. 

I. 
Surrounded by th' admiring few. 

Who breathless caught his words. 
And from his heavenly accents drew 

More bliss than earth affords, 



II. 
Calm, amid nature's calmest scene. 

The meek Redeemer stood, 
Peace beamed in his uplifted mien. 

And love divinely good. 
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III. 

Quitting a world he died to save 

He leaves his blessing there. 
That blessing which on earth he gave 

In Heav'n is still his care. 



IV. 

With him, let each in heart and mind 
To that pure home ascend. 

Where dwells in holiest love combined 
Our Father, Saviour, Friend. 
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THERE IS IN HIGHEST HEAVEN. 



There is in highest Heav'n a mighty book 
In which Jehovah's sinless angels look. 
Where, in bright characters of living flame, 
Blazes recorded every mortal name, 
And countless worlds, and all that e'er has been 
Since the first march of time and birth of sin. 
Each deed, each wish, each thought is noted down, 
From the low hovel to th' imperial crown ; 
Against th' oppressor's name, each sigh, each tear 
He caus'd the meek on earth, is number'd here ; 
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EHUATA. 



Page 7, last line, /or " Run" read " Runs." 

— 36, line 2, insert a comma after the word " deep," 

— 40, line 9, for ** windows" read " window." 



